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T last they were comfortably

versation hushed as the great
®ipe organ swelled out the volumin-
_fous music. The “visiting country
# ve” sat In rapt attemtion,
jAungrily drinking in each note. To
Eher it was wonderful. Her eyes
Stook in the beauty of the. great
zbullding’s (Interior, the massive
:pillars and arches, the long rows of
sneats filled to overflowing with peo-
iple, the tall ushers silently moving
§ and forth and the wonderful
Fpipe organ which filled the whole
iback end of the church.
£ The minister arose to speak. The
{visiting country relative had read
imuch about this famous minister
4and now was actually going to hear
iRim. She was going to make the
‘most of this opportunity and enjoy
Levery moment of this learned man's
. L \

f A ‘nud:. in the side caused her to
_.- in haste toward her city rela-
ve.
L - “There is Margaret Jones,” stage
hispered the “Nudger,” indicating
ithe direction by a jerk of the head
fand causing several persons to
iElance over In Margaret Jones’
fairection. The visitor nodded and
urned her attention back to the
] r. Ina few moments another
BS digging deep into her side,
jmade her turm quickly. This time
it was the ushers going forward
(in double flle which the “Nudger”
fwished the visitor to see. nod
1 not sufficient this time the
(3 Ager” persisted in receiving a
“yerbal answer. .
; NUDGING IN CODE.
The visiter was thankful the mu-
started just theu, as the “Nudg-
or” was rather deaf and punctur-
84 the quiet with a whispered
uh,” while holding her head in
n attentive position.

w At & particularly interesting
lace in the sermon three quick,
jeharp jabs grere telegraphed

rough the rfbs to the mind of
e visitor. Reluctantiy she turn-
from the minister to hear about
young married couple sitting
ear,
‘During the next hour the visiter
rned that “Paul was a martyr”
“That feathers were not worm
on the new hats”"—“That a
's soul shines out through his
—*“And the second giri s»it-
the cholr was a married
"—*That the Old World re-
Was no better than the re-

never seen ' “so many bald.

ded men at one time”—"and that

the v:rld is growing better—no
ree.

'Iou'nadt‘.hl.t one long, slow

+ 1N

seated. The whispered con-

on of today”—The city relative

<

in Church
> With |
PERSISTENT NUDGER

nudge meant to turn slowly and
look. One quick nudge indicated
something very interesting. Two
short quick ones showed signs of'
something new and interesting to
the “Nudger's"” eyes.

Growing impatient, the visitor
had tried Iignoring the signals,
only to have them dig faster and
deeper Into her side. Also to find
that three sharp, quick nudges
were not to be deniled.

She uftered a sigh of relief when
they arose to go.

“Isn't he a splendid speaker?™
qQuestioned the “Nudger.”

“l expect he is" slowly answer-
ed the visitor.

Like 3 A. M.
Phonograph’

As a rule the mellow notes of a
phonograph echoing through the
courtyard of an apartment house at
any hour after midnight are greet-
ed with raps on the pipes, slamming
windows, yells and neighbors’
wicked thoughts. In fact, it may
be safely sald that there is only one’
apartment house in the whole of
New York city where the music of
a phonograph after the zero hour is
greeted with sighs of relief.

On the sixth floor of this particu-
lar abode there lives a family of
three, including a bouncing baby
boy with lungs which, say the
neighbors, are way out o' propor-
tion to the size of the child. With-
out fall, every morning at about
3 o'clock the little' fellow, now
seven months old, feels inclined to
test his voice. After trying every-
thing to convince the youngster that
it was absurd to make such a racket
at that early hour, the fond father
struck upon a startling discovery
—the child had an ear for music.
Turning on the phonograph and
playing the latest jazz record the
father found that the baby would
immediately cease erying, take a
few short gulps and then return to
dreamland.

So now the weary business man
on the floor above rolls over with
2 “Thank heaven” when he hears a
jazz record turned on at 3 2. m.

Author Is Scholar

How many people know that
I.ewis Carroll, the famous author of
“Alice in Wonderland,” was an em-
inent Oxford scholar, who wrote an
“Elementary Treatise on Determi-
nants?' His real name was Charles
Lutwidge Dodgson,

Did He Love the Wrong Girl ?
Why Did One Flee ?
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. The Most Fascinating Story of the Year

FOR LOVE

By RUBY M. AYRES

=/

The Woman
Observer

WHY HE MARRIED HER.
WONDER why He married
Her?™ and the Beauty regard.
ed her own indolent, expel-

rive loveliness in the mirror acriss
the studio tes table,

The Woman was inclined to won-
der also, thinking of the Surgoun's
plain, reserved,-dowdy littie bride,
whom the group of friends had just
seen for the first time, and of the
brilliant, magnetic Surgeon, uitil
last summer devoted to the Beauty.

Then the Explorer, who had bean
the Beauty's husband for a fow
months, surpgised us with one of
his Infrequent and uhadorned narra-
tives. .

“Volunteer nurse—one of four in
a mission hospital—the farthest
north—Ashing season over—fishing
schooners all returned to Newfound-
land—hospital ready to' cless [or
the winter—mail steamer due¢ 1o
make her last call that day—nn
other way for the nurases to get
back to civilization In six months—
steamer in sight when ten ‘liveysres’
with typhold brought to the hospital
—other nurses refused to miss the
boat—she refused to abandon ihe
sick—was left alone—every reason
to believe untll the mail steaamer
should return in the spring.

“Surgeon had been taking hir va-
cation operating on children for the
mission doctor—heard about her
when he boarded the boat himscif
several days later—intercepted my
vacht and me—you know, 1'd been
prowling all summer as fdar north
as 1 could get—browbeat me Into
orowding canvas two hundred miles
back up that wild coast—five duys
the had cared for those men--no
help except from the one that could

Just get around—saved all those
lives. Burgeon fell for her (mn-
mediately. Most fearless, most

capable, mostL unselfish woman in
the world.”

With a glance full of humor at
her own indolent, expensive loveli-
ness in the mirror across the tea
table, but with a cateh in her voieo,
the Beauty saaid: “I wonder vou
didn't marry Her.”

Business Poor

Since War

“Gee whiz., You was a soldier,
wasn't you?’ asked Jimmie, the
bootblack, as he got out his round
box of paste and the necessary
brushes and cloths. “I knew that
by the button you're wearin' there.
But, =ay mister, there's somepun
I would like to know from one of
you fellers"™

“Shoot ahead,” said the ex-serv
ice man” A

“Why,” began Jimmie, applying
the polish, “why ain't our busi-
ness as good as it was before the
war? No, it ain't mister., These
young fellers who come back don't
get as many shines of us as they
used to. It seems to be a kinda
dress occashun with 'em.”

“Well, T'll tell vou, Jimmie,” the
veteran said. "“We had to shine
our own in the army. When most
of us got back the habit was with
us, 80" we bought us a little box
of polish and a brush. We're feelin'
natural by doing them ourselves.
Sorry to hurt your business, Jim

Fresh From Paris

ERE are sketches

incorporating details new and attractive.
moyen age tendency shown in so many

J

The

of the new frocks is

’ pleuingly apparent in the black taffeta frock at the left. The
semi-fitted bodice, fastening under the arm, has tight elbow sleeves
and a tall organdie ruffle rising from its round neck. The design in
white braid used at the neck is repeated on the full gathered skirt.

A

very short slecves.

RODIER FABRIC is used for the henna cape, in the foreground,
with a woven border design in dark blue,
blue and white checked silk.
steel button. Beneath the cape is
trotteur frock of the Rodier fabric

and the lining is of
The high collar fastens with a
worn a perfectly plain one-piece
in henna, with a round neck and

A narrow blue kid belt is its only trimming.

HE third sketch, upper righ_t:_s_h-own the new flounced coat with
long straight body introduced since the spring openings. The

fabric is serge.

Is Marriage a

Success?

HUMANITARIAN AOCT.
TO *“MISS STENOGRAPHER:"

I'm an automoblle salesman and
I find it difficult to dispose of an
“gld fashioned"” model., Perhaps by
this same criterion *“old fashioned”
girls don't fare so well. This is an
age of progress and people who
would live in the past find scant
consideration’ from any except
antigque collectors.

You should reconcile yourself to
the fact that men like stylish*girls
and you should also bring yourself
to see Lhat there Is a vast differ-
ence between being astylish and
being fast.

Your Jletter smacks of ‘“sour
grapes” when you refer to all girls
who use powder and paint as giddy,
vampy and generally no good.

If men have driven the fair sex
to Osing powdem paint, ete.,, then
they are to be congratulated be-
cause there s no doubt that
properly applied it js a great help
in many cases. Please, Minpa Stenog-
rapher, don't put a penalty upon
beauty—the world Is too full of
ugliness,

1¢u may have met more than
your share of “cake eaters” bul
don't condemn all the good dancers
and good dressers. Dancing is really
very harmless entertainment and if
done at all can be just as easily
done well, and surely you don't
want your husband wearing “box-
clothes” just because your grand-
father did.

It's alright to be hardworking
but that doesn’'t necessarily mean
that you have to be an 1800 model.

It seems to me that you should
bear in mind that “clothes™ don't
make the man nor the girl, and
well-dressed people who make an
effort to look as well as possible
are simply doing a humanitarian
act toward the people that have
to look at them—they don't have
to be worthless.

Try it awhile. It really costs
very little, if any, more and I be-
lleve you'll find it pays,

SALESMAN.,

Growls of a

Grouch

DON'T think any man is going
ta the dickens because he takes
& glass of beer, and 1 don't think
Bryan is going to the White House
Just because he can make a speech.

1 haven't got any use for a man
who owes me $6 and reminds me
of it every time he sees me, but
doesn't pay it back,

1 am glad the telephone service
is poor. It keeps me out of a good
many obnoxious engagements and
is the best alibl 1 ever had.

I never knew an “efficient” guy
who was good for much of any-
thing else,

I have never in my life seen a
“blushing bride.” Every bride I
have ever sesn has bean about the
color of a bottle of milk.

I don't think any man should
-®submit to a major operation just
to settled an argument between two
doctors.

I think most “artistic tempera-
ment' is nothing but laziness with
its hair bobbed,

(4

Then he told me of what had hap-
pened en that - night—that night
when he, ignoring my warning to
beware of Alvarez—had discovered
him and his erew at Mount Vernon
just as they had removed the body
from the tomb to the submarine.

I shall not bore you with detalls.
I shall simply tell you (n as few
words as possible how “Texas Tig-
er.,” becoming suspiclous in New
kept away, returned to Washington
and to Willard, just as Willard was
about to leave on that memorable
night for Mount Vernon.

ALVARETZ OVERPOWERED.

To use Willard's own words:

“There was no holding him back.
As soon as he suspeclied that he
was to get a chance to meet Al-

: The concludin
' today.

Y

The man,

May 15.

The winning title and the name of the

Let’s Have Those Titles

g installment of this nameless serial is published

The contest for the best title for this novel is now in full swing.

woman or child who submits the most appropriate
title will receive $100 in cash from The Washington Times.

Here is the only rule:

The winning title must consist of three
words or less, it must be original, and mdicate
the character of the story.

Everybody is eligible to participate in this contest except em-
ployes of The Washington Times and their families,

o All titles must be in the hands of the Title Editor by next Thurs-
day night. If you have read the serial you are qualified to write a
title, and you have a week in which to do It.

i There is no limit to the number of titles anyone may submit.
E The judges will be Mrs. William Atherton DuPuy, presldent of
| the American Penwomen’s League; Guy F. Bowerman, librarian at

the Public Library, and Vivian St. John, Literary Editor of The
Washington Times.

winner will be published

undred Dollar Question

yaren in oprn combat, you couldn't 4 should go to “Texas Tiger."

have kept him away from the scens
of action with a ball and chain."

"“As to his having planned to
take Juainta along on that night,
Willard said he never had intend-
ed doing any such thing.

“Of course, I promised.,” he admit-

ted quite bald'y. “I had to. It was
part of the game. She'd never have
told me what she did tell me if 1
hadn't promised.”

I might tell yo of the stru gle
at the tomb—how Willard ‘AR
overcome by the bandits while try-
ing to protect the old darkey who
guarded the tomb, and how “Texas
Tiger" allowed himself to be taken
aboard- the submarine and bound
nlrr;ply that he might be with Will-
ard.

The old darkey—his body erushed
and mangled by the bandits, had
been thrown to rest there in the
Potomac near the tomb which he
had guarded at the cost of his life,

I am sure Willard was over-mod-
est in telling of what happened on
the submarine. According te his
story, all the glory for their escape

am sure "Texas Tiger” would tell a
very different story.

“They had us bound hard and fast
with ropes,” goes Willard's version
of the story. “But the old “Tiger”
—thanks to his knowledge of knot-
tying and knot-untylng acquired
while he was punching cows out In
Texas—was able to release himself
and later to releasse me.”

A mad fight followed their re-
leare, ending in “Texans Tiger” and
Willard downing the entire outfit—
including Ochl, whose *jui jitsu”
methods were unavailing when put
up against “Texas Tiger's" good,
old-fashioned Western hand-to-
hand fighting.

TAKES COMMAND,
“We were quite away out when
we weres relpased,” Willard contin-
ued. *“Of course there was nothing

I

to do but continue on to the chosen
destination- the Japanese crew on
the sub refusing to obey any orders
to turn about, and the “Tiger" and
I not knowing a blooming thing

But I 4

1o llve on It

Advice to Lovelorn

By Beatrice Fairfax.

ASK THE GIRL.
DEAR MI88 FAIRFAX:

I have often read your eolumnm,
and unless you are in real life
some man who writea both the
letters and anawers maybe you ean
help me. By the way, if you really
are a woman, your work is certain-
ly Interesting, to say the least.
I'd like to meet you. Here's my
problem:

I'm engaged to, let's ocall her
Mary. In June she graduates from
college and our engagement Is then
to be announced. When I became
engaged to hes It was early iIn
1018, When 1 left her and home
to wear my country's uniform, my
prospects, financially, wera bright.
In a year I would have graduated
from unlversity and would have
gone Into my father's business and
would have Lad an Income besidas.

When 1 returned from Franee
iny father's business was gone and
my own money lost, and my eol-
leges courss not complated. In fact,
#bout all 1 had was a couple of
medals and a eixty-dollar benus.
1t will take ma a year now to fin-
fsh my university courss, for 1
couldn't take up my wérk whera
I had left off. Besides, 1 have to
vvork mow and go to school In the
evenings. My work pave me two
thousand a yvear and | find It hard
and go to school.
Is It fair to Mary to ask her to
wait any longer for ma? It will
he two years befora I can sup-
port her an wha ls used to living.
Bhe I8 twenty-two and will be
twenty-four then. Our engagement
has not been announced am vet, |
have not geen her for aight montha.
Hhe livea In the Middle Weat. My
honge was there, but in hera now, I
wan back to msee her thres times

4

} last year but will only be able to
see her once this year, for about
A week. It will probably be in
July or August, or should I make
an effort to go in June to com-
mencement? 1 might be able to
get away,

We love each other dearly, but
I love her too well to ask her to
Irarry me in my present position,
#nd it doesn't seem fair to her to
ask her to wait much longer. What
shall T d0? I must decide before
I go back to her this summer.

BILL.

I'm a woman, and I thank you.

You're lucky you came out of
the war with two legs, two arms,
and an unimpaired brain. Take
your medals, $60 bonus, $2,000 poal-
tion, echool at night, and make
good,

1 like your apirit of unselfishness.
Let's hope the girl displays a spir-
it equally as fine when vou put the
matter up te her. For I bellave
that is the thing for you to do.

I am quite sure she would Nke
toe have you eome homa for com-
mencement. But she may prafer to
fFen you later In the summer when
you can spend all of the wesk with

ber. At commencements the time
of graduates s not always thelr
own. Why not write and ask her
when she would rather have you
coma?

Both of you are voung., and If
the girl cares anything about you

she will be willing to walt for
you, I bellava 1t s not ufifalr
to elther to ask her to walt two
vears. However, | Ralieve I would
postpone the announcement,

— - P— L]
President Harding i» the first Presi

p about

dent who has belonged to the Baptist |

Churech,

running a submarine,” he
laughed. *“I made friends with the
wireless operator on board.”

“But when we got to the island
‘Texas Tiger' and I took command
of the situation—including . the
stolen body-—and Alvarex and his
bunch, remembering what had hap-
pened on the boat, didn't dare
whimper, 1

Then he told me of the fear that
had reigned on the island when our
boat had been sepn approaching,
and of how Alvarez and Ochi and
their outfit had taken to the sub-
marine (only to encounter the fate
which I already have related.

As I paild, T am passing as light-
ly as possible over theege things.
Why dwell on past unpleasantness
when there’'s 8o much of brightness
In the future? Why waste words
telling you of those things when I
might be telling vyou of the wire-
less we received from Washington
in answer to our wireless telling
them that the body had heen re-
covered—along with Willard Saun-
ders, of the United States Seeret
Service, who had fought so gallant-
ly to protect it?

The message which we received
—signed by the President himself
—told of the biggest parade in the
history of the country being plan-
ned for our return—a parade down
Pennsylvania avenue and down to
Mount Vernon where Washington's
body again would be laid to rest be-
side that of his wife.

“Can’'t you just see yourself read-
ing all about it in the papara?™ 1
asked Willard, giving his arm an
ecatatle mqueeze. “Can't you Just
see Lthe head-lines—"Parade headed
by Miss Edith Livingston and Wil-
lard Saunders—*

“No. Not that,” Willard inter-
rupted, looking out over the ocean
which seemed to have taken on an
especial silence just for our bene-
fit; then up to an unclouded sky
where a bright new moon hung,
looking teasingly down at us. “No.
It won’t read like that” he con-
tinued. “It"11 he: “Parade headed
“—not by Miss Edith Livingston and
Willard Saunders—but by Mr. and
Mrs, Willard Saunders Recanae,

hers ha leaned over and kissed me,
“I'm golng to marry you, Edy, the
minute we atap off this bhoat.”
THE END.

INTEN DAYS

Nadinola CREAM

Used and Endorsed
By Thousands

tan, freckles, pimples,
sallowness, etc. Ex-
treme cases. Rids
pores and tissues of impurities. Leaves
the skin clear, soft, healthy. At lead-

toilet counters. If they haven't it,
by mail, two alzes, 60c. and $1.20.

NATIONAL TOUET CO., Paris, Tenn.
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When a Girl Marries

EARLY

A Story of
WEDDED LIFE

By ANN LISLE.

é ABBSIE'S father!™

‘B cried. “How could you
have brought him back

from the Northwest with you?

Babbsle's father was killed In &
rallroad wreck years ago—years
before you married my mother—
years before 1 was born.”

“So0 we thought,”
Father Andrew,

“So you thought?" pleaded Neal.
“So you thought? Didn’'t you
know? Did you take a chanee? Did
you let me come along to be saddled
with this—"

He broke off abruptly and stared
at us with bright, shamed eyes,

“Forgive me, father,” he stared
at us with bright, shamed eyes.

“Forgive me, father” he cried.
“I'm talking like a rabbit. Guess
the suddenness of this got down
through me to the yellow streak.
I'm counting on you both to for-

corrected

get.”’
Then Neal caught Father An-
drew’s hands in both of his and

.smiled at me bravely as he went

on: .

“Ism't there some mistake? Are
you dead sure? You see you were
dead sure once that he'd passed
out, or you never would have mar-
ried our little mother, Dad.”

“The man is Lucius, known as
TLucky’ .Lee, son. There's no pos-
sible doubt. Heé has the papers
and the facts to prove i, replied
Father Andrew, firmly.

Neal swallowed hard once or
twice. After a moment or two he
perked out:

“Poor old Babbs—no fun having
a new father foisted on you over-
night when you've always given a
daughter's love to the best dad on
earth. Thia hita you pretty hard,
Sis, Is he—the sort to make you
ashamed?” /

Father Andrew’'s eyes pleaded
with me, so I gave Neal smile for
smile as 1 said:

“It isn't much fun—but Dad
Iee's mll right. Never mind, It's
of vou we'ra both thinking, Neal
darling.”

THINKING OF NEAL.
“Oh, me!" retorted Neal. “You

two always are thinking of me,
But my end of it's all right. I'm
not as yellow and whimpering as |
indicated a minute ago. What gets
me is poor Babbs, Don't try any
kind of fibs on me, S{s. What sort
of man Is this father of yours?
Whait—I see, He ran away and
deserted your mother. That tells
the story. I can figure out the kind
of citizen who'd play dead all these
years. Now, why does he come back
to upset vou? What's the graft?
That's what 1 can't figure.”

“You've got it wrong, lad,” pro-
tested Father Andrew. “Our Babb-
sle’s poor old father did a real un-
selfish thing when he disappeared
in that rallroad wreck. He wanted
his wife and child to have his in-
surance money, seeing that would
take care of them and he
couldn't"—

“Couldn’'t!™ sniffed Neal. “Has=
he come back to make up for It
by taking care of Babbsie now?"

Father Andrew hurried on sc-
verely:

“He knew of my Martha's mar-
riage and he kept still, You can
figure for yourself the poor fellow
didn’t get a mite of enjoyment out
of skulking around in the dark.
But he did it and never peeped te-
cause he saw 1 was making out to
give Martha love and comfort,
Strikes me that was kinda herojc.”

“All right Granted,”  concedod
Nea!! “And now what? Why's he
hot-footing it back to take up the
fatherhood he onbte found too much
of a job? Has he struek it rich?
I1s he bringing Babbs a fortune just
when she can use jt? Doesn't
look mueh that way to me—or this
apartment wouldn't be getting st
of the family. This brings me back
to my offer. Why can't you call «ff
this deal and let the place to Phoebe
and me?"

Hut even as he sald this Neal
hauled himself up short and stared
At us with frightened eves which
widened from incredullty to hope-
lessness, 2

“Phoebe!” he implored. *“This—
changes things—doesn't it? Tkis
is what .you meant, Babbs, when

Neal 4 You saild I wouldn't

wish to ge
shead after you'd told"——

“It is what 1 meant,” 1 agreed
Bravely,

Neal considered for a moment.
Then he flung back his head and
laughed with a note of triumph,

VOUCHING FOR PHOEBRE.

“FPhoecbe's going to stick. I know
that before 1 tell her. The yarn
I've got to relafe isn't easy telling
or easy hearing. But she isn't goning
to quit. There's no wrong or dis
grace to the whole nasty mess. Our
little mother was hoodwinked. Oar
blessed Father Andrew was hood-
winked, too,:© But no dirty black-
maller can come back after all these
years and hold a club over Babbsic
'__0r m‘-‘!!

“You're speaking of our Babbsie's
father, son,” protested Father An-
drew gravely.

“Her father? By jlngo, Babbsies,
does he seem like a father?" de-
manded Neal,

Under Father Andrew's pleading,
demanding eyes, I eould only reply:

“Dad Lee isn't very important to
me one way or the other, Neal
Father Andrew's always going to
scem llke my father. But you
don’t have to get upset because I
have a poor little old father of my
own, too.” =

“It'a all right then? You aren’t
going to keep him dark—or swear
me to secrecy or anything?' eried
Neal. *“I thought maybe I'd have
to keep it from Phoebe and hurt
her by stalling along just when I'd
made all my plans to be married.
Now she gets her say-so, and I'm
telling you it will be to stick. Of
course, I can't answer for Virginia
—or Jim. They may not think I'm
a desirable husband for my little
girl. But before we go Into it with
them, it's O. K. for me to talk it
over with my little girl—isn't 1t?"

“Yes, you've a man's right to talk
it over with your little sweetheart
first,” agreed Father Andrew.

“And if it's too much for her” °
I suggested timidly, “be patient.
Don’t let it hurt you too much,
Nealie, Remember, she's only a
little girl—a chila.”

“My Phoebe will stick. Youm ean
depend on that,” said Neal firmly.
‘““The thing we have to dope out is
what are we going to tell the world.
Does everyone have to know? Do
you want your father to come and
live with you, Babbs?™

({Te Be Continued Saturday.)

Prize Cake
Recipes

Washingtoﬁ Best Sub-
mitted in Times Cake
Contest—Clip Them.

LEMON JELLY LAYER CAKE.

Three eggs,

One cup -butter,

One cup milk.

One one-half cups sugar,

Three cups flour.

Three teaspoons yeast powder,

One teaspoon lemon juice.

One-quarter teaspoonful salt.

Cream the butter and sugar: add
the well-beaten eggs; put in lemon.
milk, and lastly- the =alt, flour and
Yeast powder sifted together, Rake
in three layer pans twenty minutes
in a hot oven,

LEMON FILLING (JELLY.).

Beat two egg volks until creamv
add gradually one cup sugar, two
tablespoons flour, pinch of =salt
small lump of butter, one table-
spoon of boiling water. Pour this
into one cup of boiling water and
stir in double boiler until thiek.
Add juice of one small lemon. Whan
cool, spread on layvers.

LEMON 1CING.

Boil two cups of granulated
sugar with one-quarter cup water:
let cook until it threads: pour this
syrup over two stiffly beaten
whites of eggs: keep beating and
add two teaspoons of lemén juice.
Keep beating until stiff enough io
put Bn cake—Mrs, A. B. Williams,
422 Irving =treet northwest.

#

The Unequaled Beantifier

Guaranteed to remove

. Bacon, the Flavor Tavorite
of the Ancients

The ancients record fifty dif-
ferent flavors discovered
the meat of porkers, the favor-
ite viand of early dilettantes
of the table. Highest esteemed
was the modern bacon cut,
dried and honey cured.

SWINDELL’S

»

g Sy
¢f The
_/'Harkr*fs. Chain Stores

in

QUALITY
BACON

has that spicy rich-
ness of taste cre-
ated by long-time
curing with sugan
Prime pork, special-
ized packing and
slicing  make™ this
sweet, crisp-cook-
ing bacon

Most Popular at All

‘ and _(} roceries.




